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For I have seen the pine
Famed for its travels o'er the sea:
Broken with storms and age decline.
And in some creek unpitied rot away.
I have seen cedars fall,
And in their room a mushroom grow:
I have seen comets, threatening all,
Vanish themselves: I have seen princes so.
Vain trivial dust! weak man!
Where is that virtue of thy breath,
That others save or ruin can,
When thou thyself art called to account by Death?
When I consider thee,
Thy scorn of time, and sport of fate,
How can I turn to jollity,
My ill-strung harp, and court the delicate?
How can I but disdain
The empty fallacies of mirth,
And in my midnight thoughts retain,
How high so e're I spread, my roots in earth?
Fond youth! too long I played
The wanton with a false delight;
Which, when I touched, I found a shade
That only wrought on the error of my sight.
Then, since pride doth betray
The soul to flattered ignorance,
I from the world will steal away,
And by humility my thoughts advance.